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" Then why shall be enliven us with him,

" Too burden and trouble to maintain us,

" With hand minutely feeds, takes us to swim,

" Deserve not his noble, humble service,

" In return, nothing I do nor toil,

" Bear not I, his smooth patting and ideal,

" Unfit to favour, undeserve to bail,

" To him, no more exist, no more I dwell/*

With wrinkley face, the old august mother,
With speedy steps, hugging her little dog,
And gazed at her discontent and despair,
Murmered she in her ear, fulfilled prologue,

Suddenly springs up she, hearing message,
There leaps up and down she, with merry jest,
Wagging tail, gambol before his passage,
Humble and affectionate for his lust,

Amusing him with thousand sportive tricks,
Graj^the meaning and constant companion,
To everywhere, he pleases while she licks,
Saunters slowly when he was in passion.

Away away many vernal summer
In the effigy of the time and tide.
One fine dawn on lawn, dozes his master,
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